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AGAIN her dear the dame caress’d, 
And clasp’d him fondly to her breast. 
At length, amidst her am’rous play, 
The Doctor found 2 time to say— 


“¢ The fatted calf, IL trust, you’ve slain, 


‘© To welcome Syntax home again.” 


«* No,” she reply’d, ** No fatted calf; 


‘© We have a better thing by half: 

‘¢ For, wigh fond expectation big 

‘© Of your return, we kill’d a pig; 

‘© And arich haslet, at the fire, 

‘¢ Will give you all you can desire : 
«¢ The sav’ry. meat myself will baste, 
‘¢ And suit it to my deary’s taste.” 


VoL. IV. 
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‘* That dish,” he cry’d, “ I'd rather see 
‘© Than Fricandeau or Fricassee. 

«¢ O,” he continu’d, “‘ what a blessing 

«¢ To have a wife so fond of dressing ; 

«© Who with such taste and skill can work 
«‘ To dress herself,—or dress the pork }” 
She now return’d to household care, 

The dainty supper to prepare. 


Whoe’er has pass’d an idle hour, 
‘In following Syntax thro’ his Tour, 
Must have perceiv’d he did not balk 
His fancy, when he wish’d to talk : 
Way more,—that he was often prone 
“To make long speeches when alone ; 
And, while he quaff’d his balmy ale, 
Between each glass to tell a tale: 
Or, as he smok’d with half-shut eyes, 
Now smiling, and now looking wise, : ; 
He'd crack a joke, or moralize : 
And, when this curious spirit stirr’d him, 
He minded not tho’ no one heard him. 
This he did now,—as "twill appear ; 
He talk’d tho’ there were none to hear: 
When the whiffs paus'd, he silence broke, 
And thus he thought, and puff’d, and spoke: — 


THE SMOKING SOLILOQUY. 


‘* That man, I trow, is doubly curs’d, 
‘© Who of the best doth make the worst; 
«© And he, I’m sure, is doubly blest, 
‘© Who of the worst can make the best. 
*< To sit and sorrow, and complain, 
‘«« Is adding folly to our pain. 


‘* In adverse state there is no vice 
‘© More mischievous than cowardice : 





POETICAL MAGAZINE: 


« Tis by. resistance that we claim 

** The Christian’s venerable name. 

‘© If you resist him, e’en old Nick 

‘© Gives up hts meditated trick, 

‘© Fortune contemns the whining slave, 
‘© And loves to smile upon the brave, 


‘© In all the various chequer’d strife 
“ We meet with in the road of life, 
“© Whate’er the object we pursue, 
‘© There’s always something to subdue; 
** Some foe, alas! to evil prone, 
“‘ In others’ bosoms, or our own. 
‘© That man alone is truly great, 
«© Who nobly meets the frowns of Fate ; 
«© Who, when the threat’ning tempests low’r, 
«¢ When the clouds burst in pelting show’r, 
* When lightnings flash along the sky, 
«* And thunders growl in sympathy, 
<¢ With calmness to the scene conforms, 
*¢ Nor fears nor mocks the angry storms: 
*’ He does not run, all helter-skelter, 
“© To seek a temporary shelter ; 
<¢ Nor does he fume, and fret, and foam, 
‘¢ Because he’s distant far from home; 
‘«¢ For well he knows, each peril past, 
‘* He’s sure to find a home at last. 


“¢ If petty evils round you swarm, 
‘“« Let not their buzz your temper warm’; 
«¢ But brush them from your mind away, 
‘* Like insects of a summer’s day. 


«¢ Evil oppose with Reason’s pow’r, 
‘© Nor fear the dark or threat’ning hour: 
«© Combat the world ;—but, as ’tis fit, 
“ To the decrees of Heav’n submit. 
Zoz 





















































POETICAL MAGAZINE. 


‘* If Spite and Malice are your foes, 
‘* Tf fell Revenge its arrow throws, 
‘* Look calmly on, nor fear the:dart,— 
** Virtue will guard the honest heart ; 
“* Nor let your angry spirit bura 
‘¢ The pointed missile to return. 


** The good man never fails te wield 
“« A broad and strong protecting shield, 
‘“* That will preserve him thro’ the strife 
“ Which never fails to trouble life; 
«* And, when_he meets his final doom, 
‘© Will form a trephy for his temb. 


** Bear and forbear,—a dogma true 
* As human wisdom ever drew. 
‘“* If you would lighten ev’ry care, 
‘© And ev’ry sorrow learn to bear, 
‘© To be secure from vile disgrace, 
“© Look frowning Fortune in the face; 
‘¢ And, if the foe’s too strong, retreat, 
** But not as if you had been beat: 
‘** Calmly avoid th’ o’erpow’ring fray, 
«© Nor fight when you can stalk away ; 
«© For you can scarce be said to yield, 
‘¢ If, when you slowly quit the field, 
«¢ You so present yourself to view, 
«¢ That a brave foe dare not pursue. 


‘¢ I, who have long been doom’d to trudge, 
*¢ Without a patron or a judge,—> 
ss T, who have seen the booby rise 
‘¢ To dignified pluralities, 
‘¢ While I his flock to virtue steer, 
‘¢ For hard-earn'd fifty pounds a year; 
‘© A flock, alas! he does not know, 
‘¢ But by the fleeces they bestow ;— 
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‘«‘ T, who have felt the heaviest fate 

“* That doth on Learning’s toil await ; 

‘* For, when a man’s the sport ef Heaven, 
‘* To keep a school the fellow’s driven ; 

** Nor when that thought gay Lucian spoke, 
‘© He did not mean to crack a joke * ;— 

“« T still man’s dignity maintain’d, 

‘* And, tho’ I felt, I ne’er complain’d. 


‘¢ Tf life’s a farce, mere children’s play, 
‘“* Let the rich trifle it away. 
‘* I cannot model mine by theirs; 
‘* For I have borne a life of cares. 


‘* Men with superior minds endow’d 
** May soar above the titled crowd, 
“ Tho’ ’tis their humble lot to dwell 
*¢ In calm Retirement’s distant cell : 
‘* Or, not by Fortune’s bounty fed, 
*¢ To call on Science for their bread, — k 
*¢ To lead the life that I have led. 
‘¢ Tho’ neither wealth nor state is given, — 
«© They’re the nobility of Heaven. 


‘¢ In its caprice a Sovereign’s pow’r 
‘* May make a Noble ev’ry hour: 
‘© A King may only speak the word, 
«© And some rich blockhead struts a Lord: 
«¢ But all the sceptred Pow’rs that live 
‘© Cannot one ray of genius give. 
«s Heaven and Nature must combine 
«© To make the flame of genius shine ; 





# Lucian says, that, wheo the gods make a man the object of 
their sportive persecution, they turn him into a schoolmaster. 
Such an one as Doctor Syutax may think that the sarcastic Greek 
is in the right; but the Masters of Eton, Westminster, and Win- 
chester, are, probably, of a different opinion. 




































POETICAL MAGAZINE. 





‘¢ Ofwealth regardless, or degree, 
«« It may be sent to shine in me. 


‘* Learning, I thank thee!—Tho’ by toil 
‘“¢ And the pale lamp of midnight oil | 
<¢ T gain’d thy smiles; tho’ many a year 
‘«¢ Fortune refus’d my heart to cheer ; 
‘* By thy inspiring laurels crown’d, 
“© T oft could smile when Fortune frown’d. 
‘© Beguil’d by thee, I oft forgot 
‘© My uncomb’d wig and rusty coat: 
«© When coals were dear, and low my fire, 
** T warm’d myself with Homer’s lyre: 
“© Or, in a dearth of ale benign, 
‘* T eager quaff'd the stream divine, 
‘“¢ Which flows ia Virgil’s ev’ry line. 
‘< To save me from domestic brawls, 
‘© I thunder’d Tully to the walls. 
“© When nought I did could Dolly please, 
‘¢ | laugh’d with Aristophanes : 
“© And oft has Grizzle on my way 
‘** Heard me from Horace smart and gay. 





‘¢ Tho’ with the world I struggled hard, 
*¢ Virtue my best, but sole, reward ; 
*¢ When my whole income just would keep 
«© The wolf from preying on the sheep ; 
“© Ne’er would I change my classic store 
¢¢ For all that Croesus had, or more; 
«¢ Nor would I tose what I have read, 
‘¢ Tho’ tempting Fortune, in its stead, 
«© Would show’r down mitres on my head, 


** Bear and forbear,—an adage true 
** As human wisdom ever drew ;—= 
‘¢ That this I’ve practis’d thro’ my life, 
** J have a witness in my wife; _ 
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‘* For, tho’ she’d sometimes snarl and scold, 
‘© T never would a parley hold; 

«¢ And when she, tho’ but seldom, swore, | 
‘© T check’d the oath, but said no more, 
** And all returning taunts forbore. 

‘© T dress’d my spirit from the pages 

‘© Of learned Dons and ancient sages : 

*¢ But my lean form was never smart 

*¢ From barber’s skill or tailor’s art ; 

‘* So that my figure was a joke 

“© To all the town and country folk. 

‘© But this my fancy never griev’d, 

‘s And I with smiles their smiles receiv’d: 

*« T ne’er retorted, like a fool, 

“* Their inoffensive ridicule, 


«¢ So that my Dolly’s clothes were fine, 
*© She never car’d a doit for mine: 
«© So that, on ev’ry Sabbath-day, 
«¢ She could appear in trappings gay, 
‘© And in a pew herself display, 
«© She’d let me walk about the town, 
«© Till my black coat was almost brown, 
‘«* But she was, as I can’t deny, 

‘6 The soul of notability, 

‘© She struggled hard to save the pelf; 
‘* And, tho’ she might except herself, 
“* I do believe, upon my word, 
‘© To all things else I was preferr’d. 


‘* Bear and forbear, I’ve thought and said, 
** Ts part of ev’ry Parson’s trade ; 
*¢ And what he doth to others preach 
‘© He should by his example teach. 
**© Whene’er the scoffer trotted by, 
© I ne’er have turn’d an angry eye: 
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«¢ Nay, when of Wealth I’ve been the jeer, 
‘* When petty Pride let loose a sneer, 

<¢ T never fuil’d the joke to join, 

“ And paid them off in classic coin. 


«¢ My Rector, fat as fut can be, 
‘¢ With prebend stall, and livings three, 
“© Once told me, if I kept my riches 
‘¢ Within the pockets of my breeches, 
“¢ To make them of materials stout, 
“¢ Or else the weight would wear them out. 
‘<¢ Q, with what base irrev’rent glee 
«« He chose to mock my poverty ! 
“ Yet I did not my cloth disgrace 
‘¢ By squirting spittle in his face ; 
‘¢ But answer’d, from St. Paul, in Greek, 
** And bid him the quotation seek 
«© In Pliny :—When the stupid brute 
«© Nodded assent,—und then was mute. 


‘* The oilman there, in that fine house, 
‘¢ Who boasts th’ escutcheons of his spouse, 
«s Soon after he had left off trade, 
‘¢ Lov’d some great noble Lady’s maid, 
‘© Who by my Lord had been betiay’d. 
<¢ To Hymen’s fane the fair he led, 
‘* And gave the claim to half his bed. 
«© She talks of Duchesses by dozens, 
«© As if they were her cater-cousins. 
‘* He once said, § Doctor, do you see? 
«* Let’s hear whatis your pedigree ;’-— 
«© When I, with rev’rence due, reply’d, 
«s 7 am not to the great ally’d; 
«« But yet I’ve heard my grandame say, | 
‘* (Tho’ many a year has pass’d away 
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«* Since she is gone where all must go, 
‘© Whether they are or high or low,) 

‘¢ That one of our forefathers bore 

«« A place of state in days of yore; 

‘© That he was butler or purveyor, 

‘© Or trumpeter, to some Lord Mayor, 
‘* When Carthaginian Hannibal 

‘¢ Din’d with his Lordship at Guildhall ; 
“* That great man being fore’d to come, 
‘¢ By order of the Pope of Rome, 

«© To end some quarrel ’tween the houses 
‘¢ That bore the pale and crimson roses.” 
‘¢ The oijman said, ‘ It might be so; 

‘* But ’twas a monstrous while ago.” 


‘* *Tis thus I give these fools a poke, 
*¢ And foil their tauntings with a joke ; 
‘* For that man has no claim to sense, 
*¢ Whose blood boils at impertinence, 
‘‘ Were I to scourge each fool I meet, 
‘© [ ne’er must go into the street ; 
‘¢ I ne’er my bearded chin must pop 
‘* Into the chatt’ring barber’s shop. 


‘¢ Bear and forbear,—a maxim true 
‘* As erring mortals ever knew. 
‘¢ But things are chang’d; new scenes appear, 
«¢ My mind to soothe, my heart to cheer. 
** The Pow’rs above my fate regard, 
‘¢ And give my patience its reward. 
** But while I trod Life’s rugged road, 
‘© While troubles haunted my abode, 
‘¢ With not an omen to portend 
‘© That toil would cease, that things would mend, 
‘* [ did to my allotment bow, 
‘* And smok’d my pipe, as I do now. 
VOL. IV, 2P 
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‘¢ Hail, social tube! thou foe to care! 
‘¢ Companion of my easy chair ! 
«© Form’d not, with cold and Stoic art, 
‘* To harden, but to soothe, the heart ! 
‘¢ For Bacon, a much wiser man 
‘* Than any of the Stoic elan, 
‘© Declares thy pow’r to control 
«© Each fretful impulse of the soul ; 
‘¢ And Swift has said (no common name, 
‘« On the large sphere of mortal fame) 
« That he who datly smokes two pipes 
‘© The tooth-ach never has,—nor gripes. 
‘¢ With thee, in silence calm and still, 
«“ My Dolly’s tones, no longer shrill, 
‘* Tho’ meant to speak reproach and sneer, 
«* Pass'd in soft cadence to my ear. 
‘¢ Calm Contemplation comes with thee, 
«¢ And the mild maid, Philosophy ! 
«¢ Lost in the thoughts which you suggest 
‘* To the full counsel of my breast, 
«* My books all slumb’ring on the shelf, 
«* [thus cam commune with myself; 
‘© Thus to myself my thoughts repeat, 
‘* Thus moralize on what is great ; 
‘¢ And, ev’ry selfish wish subdu’d, 
** Cherish the sense of what is good. 


n“~ 


‘© While I thy grateful breath inhale, 
«© IT see the cheering cup of ale. 
« Benignant juice! Lethean stream ! 
«© That aids the fond oblivious dream, 
« Which fits the freshen’d mind to bear 


*¢ The burden of returning care. 


“ 


‘* Let Pride’s loose sons prolong the night 
‘* In Bacehanalian delight ; 
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“* T envy not their jovial noise, 

‘¢ Their mirth, and mad intemp’rate joys. 

‘© The luscious wines that Spain can boast, 
** Or grow on Lusitanian coast, 

“© Ne’er fill my cups: —* Repast divine ! 

‘«* The home-brew'd beverage is mine. 

** Thus, cheer’d with hope of happier days, 
‘* My grateful lips declare thy praise. 

“© How oft I felt, in adverse hour, 

“* The comforts of thy soothing pow’r ! 

«© Nor will I now forget my friend, 

‘* When my foul fortune seems to mend ;— 
“ Yes, [ would smoke as I do now, 

«* Tho’ a proud mitre deck’d my brow. 


‘© Hail, social tube! thou foe to care! 
«© Companion of my easy chair! 
«© While, as thy curling fumes arise, 
«* They seem th’ ascending sacrifice — 
‘¢ That’s offer’d by my gratitude 
‘* To the great Father of the good.” 


More had he spoke; but, lo! the dame 
With the appointed haslet came ; 
When Syntax, having bless’d the meat, 
Sat down to the luxurious treat. 
«* And now,” he said, ‘* My dear ’twill be 
«< As good as Burgundy to me, 
«¢ If you will tell me what has pass’d 
«© Since we embrac’d each other last.” 
“<Q,” she replied, ** my dearest love, 
«* Things in their usual order move. 








* Mea nec Falerne 


Temperant vites, neque Formiani 
Pocula colles. . Hor, L.i. Od. xx. 
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*¢ Pray take a piece of this fine liver : 

‘* The Rector is as proud 4s ever. 

<< T’ll help you, dear, to this or that ; 

** Let me supply your lean with fat. 

** I thought the oilman’s wife would byrst 
** When in this dress she saw me first, 

‘© Jt was at church she show’d her airs : 

‘¢ My bonnet spoil’d the woman’s pray’rs. 
“* Your knife is blunt ; here, take the steel : 
«© Cut deep, the haslet cannot feel. : 
** There’s Lawyer Graspall got a beating, 
‘* As you may well suppose, for cheating: 
«* Our honest butcher trounec’d him well, 
‘© As the Attorney’s bones can tell, 

‘s He order’d home a rump of beef; 

‘© And, when it came, the hungry thief, 
‘* Having shav'd off a pound or two, 

‘© Return’d it, for it would not do. 

“* The fraud discover’d, words arose, 

‘¢ And they were follow’d sgon by blows: 
«© When, as he well deserv'd, the sinner 
‘¢ Got a good threshing for his dinner.” 


Said Syntax, ‘¢ If I had a soo—” 
** Pooh!” she reply’d, ‘* you have not done: 
* You still, I hope, can pick a bit, 
«* And no excuse will I admit. 
‘* "Tis long since we've together been, 
«< Since we’ve each other's faces seen ; 
“© And, surely, Pm not such a fnght 
«© To make you lose your appetite,” 
‘© But,” he continued, “6 if a boy 
‘© Were, my dear Doll, ta crown our joy, 
<< I'd sooner far the stripling see 
ss The heir of dire Adversity 
‘¢ Than to an Attorney bind him, 


6s Where old Nick is sure to find him.” 
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She added, ** Yes, with naked feet 

‘¢ I'd sooner have him pace the street. 

‘* I do declare ’twould be less shocking 
‘* To see him without shoe or stocking.” 


The Doctor thought his jolly wife 
Ne’er look’d so handsome in her life. 
Her voice he thought grown wondrous sweet— 
To him a most uncommon treat : 
So much in tyne, it made him long 
To hear it quaver in a song, 
«* Come sing, my charmer !’’ Syntax said, 
And thus the simp’ring dame obey’d :— 


Sona. 


Haste to Delia! haste away ! 

This is thine and Hymen’s day ! 
Bid her thy soft bondage wear ; 
Bid her for Love’s rites prepare. 
Let the nymphs with many a flow’r 
Deck the sacred nuptial bow’r : 
Thither lead the lovely fair, 

Aad let Cupid too be there. 

This is thine and Hymen’s day | 
Haste to Delia! haste away ! 


Thus pass’d the time; the morrow came, 
And Mistress Syntax was the same : 
But when (for *twas not done before) 
She heard the Dector’s story o’er, 
With all the hopes he had in store, 
By joy, by vanity, subdu’d, 
Her warm embraces she renew’d ; 
While he, delighted, fondly kiss’d 
Those hands which, form’d into a fist, 
Had often warn’d his eyes and nose 
To turn from their tremendous blews, 
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But now, of golden ease possest, 
No angry words, no frowns, molest ; 
No symptoms of domestic strife 
Disturb’d their very alter’d life, 

For she out-dress’d the, oilman’s wife ; 
And he could now relieve the poor, 
Who sought his charitable door. 


Tho’ to each virtue often blind, 
The world to wealth is ever kind ; 
For, lo! a certain tell-tale dame, 
Yclep’d_and known as Mistress Fame, 
Had told to all the country round | 
That Syntax, for a thousand pound, 
Had sold a learned book he wrote ; 
That now he was a man of note, 
By Lords protected ; and that one 
Had made him tutor to his son ; 

So that, whenever he went forth, 
All paid their homage to his worth ; 
While it became the fond desire 
Of ev’ry neighb’ring rural Squire 
To send his hopeful boys to share 
The favour of the Doctor’s care. 


But all these views soon found an end 
A packet came, and from a friend; 
From ’Squire Worthy, who resides 
On Keswick’s bold and woody sides. 
The wond’ring postman made it known, 
As he past on, to all the town: 
For such a letter ne’er had been 
Within his little circuit seen : 
Nay, by the fiat of the post, 
It more than sev’n and sixpence cost. 


The Doctor star'd,—while Ma’am, unwilling, 
Slowly dealt forth each ling’ring shilling. 
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«© Ne’er mind your silver,” Syntax said, 

«< The postman, deary, must be paid : 

‘© And now these papers I behold, 

‘¢ I see they’re worth their weight in gold. 
«¢ Come, sit you down, and take good heed 
‘© To what I am about to read. 


“ My Rev’rend Sir, 
‘© Our Vicar’s dead ; 
‘* And I have nam’d you in his stead ; 
‘¢ You know I wish’d his neck he’d break, 
‘© Or tumble drunk into the Lake; 
‘¢ So, you must know, the poaching hound 
‘“* Fulfill’d one wish,—for he is drown’d. 
<* Unfit for preaching or for praying, 
‘* His merit lay in cudgel-playing : 
** And he preferr’d, to saying pray’rs, 
‘¢ The laying springes for the hares, 


“* You will perceive I keep my word, 
‘*¢ And to my church you're now preferr’d : 
‘«* By ev’ry legal act and deed, 
‘* To Parson Hairbrain you succeed. 
*¢ The papers which you now receive 
‘* A right and full possession give. 
‘© You, Sir, may make the living clear 
** Above three hundred pounds a year ; 
** And if you will but condescend 
‘* To my son’s learning to attend, — 
‘© If you'll direct his studious hour, 
‘© I'll add some fifty pounds, or more; 
‘** And soon we hope that you will cheer 
‘* The parish with your presence here. 
*¢ Miss Worthy and her sister join 
«© Their kindest compliments to mine ; 


«* And to your prayers I recommend 
é 


nw 


Your faithful and admiring friend, 


‘ JONATHAN Worruy.” 
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The dame exclaim’d, “* My Grecian boy, 
«¢ ] know not how to tell my joy. 
« This is the height of my desire : 
<¢ *Squire Worthy is a worthy ’Squire.” 


«« Ha, ha!” said Syntax; “ O, the fun! 
“* Why, Dolly, you have made a pun. 
«¢ But still a pun I do detest, 
“¢ °Tis such a paltry humbug jest ; 
“© They who've least wit ean make them best. 
«¢ But you may frisk and pun away : 
‘¢ I’m sure [ cannot teach to-day ; 
** So tell the boys to go and play. 
** Thank Heav’n, that toil and trouble pass’d, 
“¢ My holidays are come at last !” 


At length, the busy school resign’d, 
They both prepar’d to leave behind 
A place, which little had to give 
Than thé hatd struggle how to live. 
For the long journey to prepare, 
Syntax had bought a one-horse chair, 
With harness for the grizzle mare. 
Ralph would not from his master part, 
But trudg’d beside the farmer’s cart 
That bore the Doctor’s books and chattels, 
With Madam’s clothes and fiddle-faddles, 
The cook upon the baggage rode, 
And added to the weighty load ; 
For she, kind maid, was fully bent 
To go wherever Ralpho went. 
The time soon came, when, quite light-hearted, 
The Doctor and his spouse departed ; 
And, as they journey'd on their way, 
They did not fail to pass a day 
With the good Doctor's early friend, 
The kind and leataed Dicky Bend: 
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At York they form’d the pleasant party, 
For a whole week, of ’Squire Hearty. 






A few more days, and, lo! the Lake 
Did on th’ enraptur’d vision break : 
And, rising ’mid the tufted trees, 
Syntax his sacred structure sees, 
Whose tow’r appear’d in ancient pride, 
With the warm Vic’rage by its side. 
“© At length, dear wife,” he said, “ we’re come 
‘© To our appointed tranquil home.” 
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The courteous people lin’d the way, 
“And their rude untaught homage pay : 
The foremost of th’ assembled crowd, 
The fat Exciseman, humbly bow’d. 
‘© Welcome,” he said, ** to Sommerden 
The Clerk stood by, and cry’d, ** Amen!” 
Grizzle dash’d boldly thro’ the gate, 
Where the kind Squire and Ladies wait, 
With kind embrace, with heart and hand, 
To welcome them to Cumberland. 
The bells rang loud, the boys huzza’d ; 
The bonfire was in order laid : 
The villagers their zeal display ; 
And ale and crackers clos’d the day. 


Possessiom of this 
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Syntax, whom all desir’d to please, 
Enjoy’d his hours of learned ease ; 
Nor did he fail to preach and pray, 
To brighter worlds to point the way ; 
While his dear spouse was never seen 
To show ill-natur> or the spleen ; 
And faithful Grizzle now no more 
Or drew a chaise, or rider bore. 

Thus the good Parson, horse, and wife, 
Led a most comfortable life. 
VOL. IV. 2Q 
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LINES TO THE EDITOR, 
ON THE CONCLUSION OF THE POETICAL MAGAZINE. 





As, in a vase of China’s costly ware, 

Some beauteous nymph collects with tasteful care 

Her garden’s treasure ;—first the blushing rose, 

Whose op’ning leaves a grateful scent disclose ; 

Then, like a virgin, in her snowy vest 

The stately lity rears her swelling crest ; 

Next view yon plant, of more majestic kind, 

Where circling rays of purple tint, combin’d 

With purest white, give elegance and grace, 

Aud mark a flow’r that claims no common place ;- 

Expressive emblem to the serious mind 

Of one great Sacrifice for human kind !—- 

Tho’ justly these pre-eminence may claim, 

Yet, tntermix’d, are some of humbler name ; 

The hyacinth, the jessamine, augment 

The burst of beauty, and the charm of scent; 

Here glow the tulip’s gaudy streaks, and here 

Peeps the pale snow-drop—earliest of the year! 
So, when with care selected and combin’d, 

We mark th’ effusions of each brilliant mind ; 

With rapture we survey the vary’d store, 

And with new pleasure search each month for more. 
But, as the garden’s treasures fade and die, 

So now must droop the flow’rs of Poesy ! 

No longer Syntax shall provoke our mirth, 

While we acknowledge his intrinsic worth ; 

For, tho’ his oddities may oft amuse, 

To greet his merit none can e’er refuse. 


Let me to W****g's sacred numbers pay 
The tribute due to so sublime a lay ; 


Here let me speak the reverence I feel 
For talents sanctified by Christian zeal ; 


ee 
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Talents that show a genius unconfin’d, 
The bold aspiring of an ardent mind, 


Nor due to these alone the meed of Fame, 


While other efforts grateful notice claim ; 

Efforts, which ever must applause secure 

From British taste, unprejudic’d and pure ; 

And, if succeeding Bards shall not refuse 

To weave a chaplet for the varying Muse, 

Long may each flow’r in perfect beauty bloom, 

And shed, like these, the fragrance of perfume! 
VALE. 








_——_—- — 





THE BARD. 
a 
Koow’st thou a Bard? O! ne'er prolong 
His praises with thy flatt’ring tongue, 

But rather give him helebore, 
And let his fancies work no more : 
With praise his spirits to revive 
Is gibbeting the man alive ; 

The louger you indalge his brain, 
The longer torment he'll sustain. 


a 
For meaner witlings meaner themes suffice ; 
They prate of battle dire ’tween ‘* frog and mice !” 
Or, while romantic dreams inspire the pen, 
Of carnag:-cover'd fields, of ‘* arms and men 
[ sing the Bard !—O, all ye Pow’rs 
That wreathe the splendid rhyme, 
Assist me with poetic show’rs 
To reach the theme sublime! 
The Bard !—E’en at the name my thoughts arise, 
Disdain the earth, and scale the radiant skies. 
Dactyl !—the firet Apollo’s sons among, 
Source of my praise, and object of my song !== 
- Dactyl a splendid lay had penn’d, 
Flad sought his patron and his friend. 
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Nor could his verse-enraptur’d heart control 

‘© The feast of Reason, and the flow of soul.” 
His hand with proud importance took 
From threadbare poke a pecket-book, 
Between whose sable folds were spread 
Ode, Elegy, and—crumbs of bread ! 
Thence cull’d with care the precious strain, 
And read—what I can ne’er retain! 
But, lest a ling’ring doubt arise 
Of Dactyl’s pew’r to wing the skies, 

Be mine in lofty numbers to enrol 

One sacred relic of his soaring soul : 

Then thus, while simp’ring smiles his pleasures told, 

He (Dactyl) ’gan his mystic scrawl unfold :— 


** As bursts the fierce resistless ire 
‘¢ Of proud embattled kings, — 

‘** Too rudely have I struck the lyre, 
‘“* And swept the trembling strings! 


‘“< No harsh discordant clang of arms. 
‘«¢ May rush its chords along ; 

*¢ All artless are its warbling charms, 
‘¢ And simple is my song.” 


Here Pompous saw the gleam of joy 

That sparkled im the Poet’s eye; 
And, bounding from his seat, with learned laws, 
He thunder’d loud a torrent of applause :— 
«¢ Ye sacred pow’rs! what energy sublime 
«© Lives thro’ the lay, and animates the rhyme! 
‘© What force, impetuous, what resistless fire, 
‘¢ Compel the soul to wonder and admire ! 
‘¢ Such peals of harmony are wont to rise 
‘© When full-chojr’d choristers salute the skies; 


‘© Methought, such heav’nly sounds around me rung; 


*« An Angel chanted, or a Seraph sung.” 


nn smth nc amas 





———~ 





POETICAL MAGAZINE,« 297 


Not softer flows, not more melodious trills, 

The soothing sound of ever-murm’ring rills ; 

Not treacle, rolls, and herrings, half so dear 

As flatt’ry whisper’d in a Poet’s ear; 

This Pompous knew, and, whilst his rolling eyes 

Survey’d the Poet’s growing eestacies, 

With well-feign’d eagerness and critic rage 

Pour’d the swift poison of enchanting praise :— 

‘¢ Too long has Maro rais’d his rustic strains, 

‘¢ And Homer led the captive worlds in chains ; 

** But ev'ry Bard that hears thy lay shall rouse, 

“* And tear the blasted laurel from their brows: 

“© Why, man ! thy lay, like peals of rattling thunder, 

«© Shall strike th’ astonish’d world with awe and wonder!” 

He ceas’d, as tho’ his tongue could ne’er impart 

The high perfection of the Poet’s art. 

Poor Dactyl, fir’d with fame, and fill’d with joy, 

Rush’d to his temple near the starry sky,— 

Seiz’d his immortal pen, and tower’d above 

The radiant heav’n of ‘ cloud-compelling Jove !” 
GEORGIUS. 





ON A FLOWER-GARDEN. 


itt ccnenmiantilll 
How fair are the balm-shedding blossoms that bloom 
On the shrubs that these parterres adorn ! 
How alluring the innocent charms they assume, 
To salute the bright lustre of Morn ! 
Ah! why then, amidst this profusion of flow’rs, 
Are a few doom’d so soon to decay,— 
In solitude wasting the prime of their hours, 
- And immur’d from the beams of the day ? 





Deny’d the rich blessings that others enjoy, 
Tho’ they languish in faded attire, 

The hand that has planted them will not destroy, 
Nor abandon their charms to expire. 
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And life is a garden where tempests may low’r, 
And the storms of Distress intervene ; 

And blasts may blow rudely; yet ne’er was a flow’r 
Permitted to perish unseen. 


Too tender to bear the bright beams of delight 
That descend on the thoughtiess aad vain, 

Some are foster’d beneath the dark regions of Night, 
And secluded ’mid sorrow and paia ;— 


Oh! think not that these shall for ever abide 
The companions of Woe and Distress ! 

The planter shall move them where pleasures preside, 
And their fragrance shall blossom afresh. 


Remember (and let the remembrance be priz’d), 
Tho misfortunes o’ershadow thy hours, 
However neglected, forsaken, despis’d, 
Thou art one in this garden of flow’rs ! 


GEORGIUS. 





—_ 





ODE TO CONTEMPLATION. 


rR 


Hoty maid, of modest mien, 
Who with pensive tread art seen, 
Distant from the busy throng, 
Pacing the shady grove along ; 

Or beneath some spreading tree, 

When the bells sound merrily k 
O’er the vale the village glee ;— 

Guide my solitary feet 

To thy peaceful blest retreat, 

Where the thicket’s bushy maze 

Closes on the hallow’d place ; 

By the mountain’s hollow side 

Mocking Sound with Echo wide ;— 


ell aA tc 2 A Sent es PE RE AT we * 





eas sea, 








ene iii lll 











macs lita) 








POETICAL MAGAZINE. 299 


Contemplation! thou canst give, 
Sweet delights, that ever live ! 


When the joy-inspiring horn 
Ushers in the early morn, 
I will climb the high ascent, 
On med:tative thoughts intent. 
Now the rising god of day 
Smiles upon the uplands gray ; 
Each genial ray the mist dispels, 
And by cevrees the prospect swells ;— 
Now a tower, now a tree, 
Piercing the mizzy shade, I see; 
Meads and lawns beneath I view, 
Flowers all bespreut with dew ; 
Beauteous sun and fairy scene, 
While sweet Aura breathes between, 
As wont with Flora fair to play, 
And spread the fragrant sweets of May, ' 
At dawn of Nature’s holiday. 
On the green boughs the feather’d throng 
Charm me with their matin song. 
How sweet, at dappled morn, to rove 
With thee the mountain steep above ! 


When upon the western sky 
Ev’ ning opes her purple eye, 
Lead me to some verdant nook, 
By the crystal-gliding brook, 
Murmuring thro’ underwood, 
Which the stream hath long withstood :— 
Here, on some embower’'d seat, 
I will sit and ruminate; 
While the milkmaid o’er the lea 
Is singing blithe and merrily ; 
And to the maiden of the hill 
The shepherd tunes his wild note shrill, 
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Welcome to thee the season blest 
When tir’d Nature sinks to rest ; 
When the village din is o’er,— 

Fail or cart is heard no more ; 

When the woodman seeks his cot, 
Contented with his humble lot; 
When last the swinging wicket creeks, 
Till the dawn to-morrow breaks ;— 
Then beside the woodland shade 
Slowly and unseen I tread, 

To hear the lonely nightingale 
Charm the silence of the vale ; 

And behold Night’s faint-ey’d queen, 
Robed in her silver sheen, 

Peeping thro’ clouds that broken fly, 
Or beaming full in sober sky ; 

Till the knell at solemn hour 

Bid me rove abroad no more. 

These delights thou can’st bestow 

In their pure untainted flow ! 


Come, Contemplation, holy maid ! 
Lead me to thy lonely shade, 
Twin’d with mantling ivy round, 
Cloth’d with moss the rural ground,— 
Far from Folly’s airy train, 
Or the eye of cold Disdain ; 
Retreat of Solitude and Ease! 
Shade of balmy-winged Peace! 
Here I woo with thee to dwell, 
And taste the pleasures of thy cell ! 
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THE NATIVITY.—AN ODE. 


| cI 
** Turne, quod optanti divim promittere nemo 
“ Auderet, volvenda dies, en, attulit ultro.” VIRGIL. 
—— 
On! for a sound mure soft and clear 
Than burst upon the ravish’d ear, 
When, touch’d with Gov’s ethereal fire, 
The holy Bard, in lofty lays, 
Broke forth in prophecy and praise, 
And bade his soul-subduing lyre 
F oretel the bright events of future days ! 





And thou, who tun’d the varying strings 

Of David’s harp to sounds of wo, 
When angels bow’d their silver wings 

To hear the heav’nly numbers flow,— 
When I attempt immortal rhyme, | 
A theme so sacred, so sublime, t ‘i i 

That bade all Heav’n with joyful echoes ring,— Hh 
Let holy zeal each note prolong, Hi 
And breathe thy spirit o’er the song 

Of Gop’s anointed Son, and Heaven’s eternal King ! 


In days of old, with hallow’d fire I a | 
The Prophet teuch’d his sacred lyre; ame | 
And sung the bright auspicious morn, ie 
When earth redeem’d, and sea, and skies, 1M 
Should their eternal incense rise, 
And hail with joyful songs 4 Saviour born! 





Slow, from the east, the radiant star 
Of mercy rose in golden streams ; 
The Prophets wander’d from afar, 
And hail’d its everlasting beams ; 
Till, o’er the place where JEsus lay; | 
It pour’d a soft serener ray, ie 
VOL, IV. 2R if 
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And ail its rising glories shed ! 
Heav’n saw the sinner’s ransom there ; 
Adoring Seraphs breath’d a pray’r 

Around the Savrour’s lowly bed. 


Hark! ’tis a voice that wakes the skies — 
‘* Ye rocks, dissolve! ye valleys, rise ! 

‘“¢ Your Gop’s eternal Presence own: 
‘* Ye dews, in kindly show’rs descend ! 
** Ye hills, your lofty summits bend,. 

‘¢ And bow before the throne !”’ 


O, Salem! what a day is thine! 
Behold the Star of mercy shine ! 

See, Hope her hallow’d temple rears ! 
Lift up your eyes, and hail the morn; 
‘To you a holy Babe is born, 

The Child of promis’d years ! 

Music floats on ether wings ; 
The woods rejoice, the desert sings. 


Bow your heads, ye mountains high ! 
’Tis a voice that shakes the ball :— 
Hark! the Hills exulting cry— 
‘¢ Curist appears! the Lorp of all!” 
Softly sweet the Echo rings— 
“* Glory to the Kine of kings, 
«© And peace to men be given ; 
‘© Praise Him, ye planets, as ye roll,— 
** Ye stars that gild yon shining pole, 
«© And all ye hosts of Heaven !” 


Lo! the sound hath reaeh’d the skies ; 
Hark ! what strains seraphic rise 
Among the heav’nly choirs ! 
List’ning saints their voices raise, 
Holy angels join the praise, 
And strike their golden lyres! 
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Glery to Him who sits on high ! | | 
MEssiau’s promis’d reign is nigh; 

Ye nations, hear the welcome sound ;— 
No more bewail your guilty fall, 
He brings salvation down to all ;— 

Yet shall not earth his conquests bound ; i 
Demons in hell, where flames devour, i 
Shall own his sov’reign will, and tremble at his pow’r, | i 

fi 
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To thee Redemption’s work is clear ; i | 
Thy love shall wipe the sinner’s tear, Hi ‘| | 
Thy hand his cruel bondage break : 1) Mid 
The dumb shall lift their song to thee,— | a 
The lame shall walk, the blind shall see,— i 
Thy voice shall bid the dead awake ! Wi | 





To those of meek and lowly heart 
Thy grace shall sov’reign balm impart, 

And prove the Saint’s eternal guide~ 
The fainting soul thy shepherd’s care 
Shall gently lead to pastures fair, 

Where Sion’s crystal waters glide. 


No more shall War, with iron reign, 
His hell-denouncing trumpet blow, 
Delight to triumph o’er the slain, 
And fill the heart with wo ;— 
But heav’nly Peace, on dove-like wing, 
| To all shall loud Hosannahs sing,— 
While distant realms with cheerful voice 
Shall oft a Savrour’s love proclaim, 
And learn the music of his name; 
The widow’s heart shall sing, the orphan shall rejoice! 





In that dread hour of mortal doom, 
When Death shall final ruin spread, 

And Earth, from ev’ry yawning tomb, 
Shall render up her dead,— 
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Thy Saints, on wings of Angels borne, 

In holy hymns shall hail the morn, 
When, to relieve the sinner’s woes, 

To save his soul from guilty fears, 

And wipe away repenting tears, 
Prompt at the gracious call, the Star of mercy rase. 
1st January, 1811. G——sr D—n—tL. 
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THE POET’S ADDRESS TO HIS HORSE, 
ON HAVING SOLD HER TO A DEALER. 


Anp must I part with thee, my steed ? 

Must I consign thee to another’s care ? 

Alas! stern Truth compels me to declare 
Self-preservation justifies the deed. 

Yet, ere thy failings mark my song 
(Which, e’en as if by thee inspir’d, 
Already of its subject tir’d, 

As oft thou hast with me, goes heavily along), 
Let me, O! let me, to, adorn my lay, 
Whate’er of excellent theu hast display ! 

What tho’ unlike, as. Bards declare, 

E’en as Hyperion to a Satyr, 

The winged steed to thee, my mare! 

That, that would be no mighty matter. 

The rapid flight, the winged speed, 

Of Pegasus may suit the Poet: 
Much less dispatch in mortal steed 
Best suits the man (in truth, I know it). 
And here, this truth avers thy lord, 
What tho’ a favourable word 
Scarce canst thou hope to have, 
Yet still, he owns, O sorry hack! 
With him upon thy back 
Ne’er didst thou riot in excursive pleasure ; 

Save once—that Lammas Witham gave 

A whole half-peck of corn—too. bountiful a measure, 
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Thy handsome eye—thy coat so sleek,—- 
Haply some favour may bespeak :— 
Useless, alas! the eye is found, 
Which sees not stones upon the ground : 
And what avails a goodly look ? 
‘* 'Tis not the binding makes the book.” 
Much does it grieve thy friend and master 
Thus e’en with goodly words to mingle censure ; 
But, ah! disaster on disaster 
Bids him no more upon thy back to venture ;— 
For if, perchance, he took his way 
Along the road in trim array, 
Like an old Fellow of a College, 
The sum of all whose earthly knowledge 
Ends but in this, pedantic swain ! 
That great principium to gain, 
That happiness supreme,—an appetite for dinner! 
And if, as was too oft the case, 
He let thee take thy sluggish pace, 
?Twas ten to one but, on the road, 
Eas’d of thy master’s sacred load 
(Who oft his morning ride hath rued), 
Thee on thy broken knees he view’d, 
Most piously inclin’d,—a contrite sinner ! 
So when, perchance, the gossips meet, 
On caudle and rich cake regaling, 
Her share each adding to the treat, 
Scandal’s choice narratives retailing, — 
If one among the dames you view, 
Of whom, if all that’s said be true, 
Strange stories once in circulation 
Somewhat assail’d her reputation,— 
One who, if living in the west *, 
How little she might like the jest, 
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* Vide Spectator, No. 614. 
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Had surely for her crincum crancum 

Been doom’d to lose her bincum bancum /— 
Alas! too, too indulgent given, 

That one, so far from aught impure, 

Would look so saintlike and demure, 

That Scandal’s self would be afraid 

Of such an antiquated maid ; 

Nor e’er would deem 
That such could be fit subject for her theme, 
Whose outer man proclaim’d much less of earth than 
Heaven. 

Yet tho’ thy master boasts not of a heart, 

Susceptible its ev’ry part 

Of those fine feelings which attend 

The lower world’s benignant friend *,— 
Still still he owns, nor blushes to reveal, 

A something hard to be express’d 

Shot keenly thro’ his breast, 
And bade it, if not anguish feel, 

At least a pang, a feeling, more 

Acute than ever felt before, 

When, half-inclin’d to let thee stay, 

To serve some other lord he saw thee led away. 

If evils, when familiar grown, 

To lose their bitterness are known, 

Haply from habit may be trac’d 

The sigh which thy departure grae’d. 

Habit endears (so fables tell) 

The captive to his narrow cell. 

Or was it that thy master’s sighs, 

Arose (‘* but that way madness lies’’)— 

Arose to think that friendship’s heart 

Could stoop to act a foeman’s part ? 

Yet, hence the thought! .begone! away ! 

‘© That. Friendship ever can betray.” 





* Mr. Pratt, Author-of a Poem so called. 
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What tho’ experience gives the caution force— 
“© Ne’er purchase of a friend a horse,” — 


E’en foeman’s cheek would blush, I ween, 
In such transaction to be seen ; 


For who so low would condescend 


As e’er that treach’rous part to take, 
Which scruples not, for lucre’s sake, 


To prostitute the name, the sacred name, of Friend ? 


Or haply, as he musing sat, 
Reflecting on thy future fate, 
The thought of what that fate might be 
Prompted the sigh he heav’d for thee ; 
For, when before Reflection throng 
Thy faults, which, not to do thee wrong, 
If need thy errors to unfold, 


Be they in gentlest language told. 


Nature’s defects misfortunes we may deem :-—~ 
No merit has the Bard’s prophetie theme, 


That, ah! thy halcyon days are past, 
And clouds of dire portent thy future life o’ercast. 
That lib’ral feed, that ’tendance kind, 
No more may’st thou expect to find, 
Which erst thy master’s hand dealt forth 
For services of little worth. 
Full well that master was aware, 
As once, to make the people stare, 
Old South from pulpit gravely stated 
This proverb, to the purpose pat, 
When for severity he rated 
The list’ning throng, who thought no harm, 
In earnest half, and half in jest, 
To lift the lash-inflicting arm 
Against the unoffending beast— 
** The master’s eye makes the horse fat !” 
Not that the horse, my friends, we know, 
Can eat the master’s eye ;—O no! 
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But whither would the Muse away ? 
Scarce can the wond’ring Bard determine ; 
For, when awhile she quits Apollo, 
To quote a learn’d Doctor’s sermon, 
If starts like these beat Pegasus quite hollow, 
Say, where’s the wonder if we find 
That thou, O steed! art left behind, 
Whose hapless story claims the tenour of his lay ? 
The spur which slightly graz’d thy side, 
By thy too-lenient lord apply’d,— 
** Up to its rowel’s head,” when thine to feel 
Its rougher force, to urge thy speed, 
The bitter thoughts will then reveal 
Thou art no more the favour’d steed. 
Il-fated beast ! for (much I fear 
Thy future lot that epithet will bear,) 
Whate’er, alas! thy future doom, 
To chase in part the dreaded gloom 
Which hovers o’er thy wayward lot, 
Thy master—ev’ry ill forgot— 
Tho’ much he dreaded to bestride 
Thy back, whene’er compelled to ride,x— 
Tho’ much his patient temper prov’d, 
By thy unhorselike actions mov’d :— 
In short, the honest truth to tell, 
Tho’ long he’d sought to part with thee, 
As evident to all must be 
Who read the Poet’s jog-trot lays, 
Which speak so little in thy praise 
{What tho’ by Fiction’s flow’ry way 
The Bard hath liberty to stray), 
In wishing thee, O steed! farewell, 
Still, still, to favour thee inclin’d, 
«* May’st thou,” he cries, ** some other master find, t 
‘* Indulgent as the one thou’rt doom’d to leave behind! 
C. 
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THE MARE’S REPLY TO THE POET, 
HER FORMER MASTER. 
a 
Aun! luckless,—yes, most luckless day, 
That tears me, master, far away 
From thee,—and all my hopes of bliss disperses ! 
Yet what is this now sent to prove 
That in thy breast some sparks of love 
May yet be found ?—A folio sheet of verses ! 
O! rev’rend master, vers’d in sacred lore, 
Why need I mention what thou’st read before >— 
How once an ass, that most ignoble beast, 
When struck, the Prophet’s wrath defy’d, 
His anger cool’d, subdu’d his pride, 
And in impressive words her sov’reign lord address'd. 
Must not I then attempt to write, 
And fling the vile opprobrium back ; 
Misnam’d by thee, illustrious wight ! 
‘© A sorry,” yes, *‘ @ sorry hack?” 
Not such the name that erst I bore, 
While ****** gracefully betrode 
My sides, that shone like burnish’d ore, 
When from his father’s lov’d abode 
Distant we left fair Devon’s vales, 
To brave these piercing eastern gales. 
What a reverse! too well I know it; 
But thus it is to serve a Poet ;— 
A man who seems of all men most forlorn, 
Dreaming of Phoebus and the Nine, 
And tuning now and then a song, 
As carelessly we jogg’d along, 
Heedless that happier dreams were mine, 


Of rack well fill’d with hay, and manger heap’d with corn. 


Tis said (and I believe it true ; 
The sad effects we both may rue) ,— 
VOL. Iv. 28 
















































310 POETICAL MAGAZINE, 


‘© Who spares the rod will spoil the child.” 
Then canst thou wonder, sapient Sir, 
That he who spares both whip and spur 
Must surely spoil his mare, to prove his master mild ? 
Hadst thou but punish’d my neglect, 
(I speak it with all due respect,) 
I now, perchance, as once I did, might please ; 
Sull might I bear thee on thy dévious way, 
To church—to dinner—to assembly gay— 
Nor mourn my direst shame—the shame of broken knees! 
But ’tis too late,--the die is cast ;~ 
W hate’er my future lot may be, 
Oft shall I dwell on halcyon moments past ;— 
Oft, too-indulgent master! think on thee: 
And should thy fav’rite of the present day, 
Alert, and brisk, and innocently gay, 
As thou believ'’st, the pack loud-babbling hear, 
And hurry thee with desp’rate speed away, 
O’er hedge and ditch, regardless of thy fear,—- 
A tale deserving of some Bard to tell,— 
Then may’st thou, master, prostrate on the earth, 
Think with a sigh on my despised worth, 
And wish for me again.—I say no more—Farewell ! 
M. 





—— 








THE EXILE. 
IRIE 


In these bleak wilds, immeasurably spread, 
Where cold Siberia lifts her icy head, — 
Where oft, full keen, the bitter North-wind blows 
Round dazzling heaps of never-melting snows,— 
Where loud tornadoes Nature’s breast deform, 
And the dread whirlwind rules the awfal storm,— 
Here, here, Eliza! parted from thine arms, 
Torn from thy breast, and exil’d from thy charms, 
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Lorenzo weeps—to sorrowing cares a prey, 
And pines unfriended thro’ the ling’ring day ! 


Yet, dear Eliza! here, tho’ banish’d far, 


Where thro’ dark fogs pale gleams the Northern star,— 


Where the bright sun scarce yields one ray to cheer 
The long, long, circle of the joyless year,— 

Still in my grief-worn breast affection glows, 

And thy lov’d image deepens all my woes ! 

Still fond remembrance pictures to my view 
Each tranquil bliss that once my bosom knew ;— 
The straw-thatch’d cottage, and the valley green,— 
The winding streamlet, and the woodland scene,— 
The tall grove, nodding o’er the distant hill,— 
The walk sequester’d, and the murm’ring rill,— 
The verdant lawn, that smil’d with many a flow’r,— 
The shady grotto, and the rural bow’r, — 

The glen retir’d, the landscape’s vary’d dies, 
And all the charms that deck my native skies ! 


But here, alas! beneath the Arctic pole, 
What dreary horrors chill the fainting soul ! 
Far as the eye can range, no joys are here, 

To soothe affliction, or the mind to cheer ! 

No soft embow’ring shade, no verdure sweet, 
No spangled meadow, and no woodbine seat ; 
Chain’d down for ever to the earth’s cold bed, 
No fragrant flow’r uprears its beauteous head ! 
Creation frowns,—by wintry snows embrac’d,— 
One cheerless void, one solitary waste ! 

O’er each sad day wide reigns eternal gloom, 
And Nature slumbers in a frozen tomb! 

Here as I roam with falt’ring steps and slow, 
Count o’er my griefs and ponder o'er my wo, 
No soothing voice, no friendly hand, is near, 
‘Yo check the sigh, or stay the falling tear ! 
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Soon as, thro’ vapours dark, the morning beams. 
And o’er the ice-clad mountains faintly gleams, 
With painful labour up some rock's vast height 
I climb, and homewards turn my aching sight !— 
But turn, alas! in vain; for, wide around, 

Thick clouds and mists the dreary prospect bound ; 
The clouds and mists new horrors seem to raise, 
Condense their glooms, and mock my anxious gaze! 


So the wreck’d sailor, from the tow’ring steep 
Of some huge cliff that frowns above the deep, 
Pale with despair, and heaving many a sigh, 

Wide o’er the waste’ of waters rolls his eye ! 

But, ah! tho’ hush’d the waves, and fair the gales, 
No pitying vessel spreads her welcome sails ; 

Not tho’ the billows seem to chide his stay, 

And in soft murmurs bid him haste away ! 


When the broad sun in sable pomp retires, 
And his last beam reluctantly expires ; 
When brooding Silence, pois’d on ebon wings, 
Round the bleak pole her shadowy mantle flings ; 
And Night, slow gliding down the rugged steeps, 
O’er the cold desert plains terrific creeps ; 
Wrapp’d in the marky glooms I backward stray, 
Seek my lone couch, and pine the hours away, 
Till transient slumbers lull my bleeding woes, 
Seal my tir’d lids, and hush me to repose ! 
Ah! then, what dear, what tender, scenes arise,— 
What charms deceitful strike my wond’ring eyes ! 
Delusive visions lull my soul to rest, 
And dawning sunshine kindles in my breast ! 
In pleasing dreams I seem to tread once more 
The long-lost confines of my native shore : 
Whate’er I lov’d, whate’er I cherish’d, see,— 
My cottage, kindred, friends,—my babes, and thee! 
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Hear thy lov’d voice, behold thy moisten’d eye, 
Hang on thy lip,. and on thy. bosom lie ; 

Gaze with wild rapture e’er thy melting charms, 
And clasp thy beauties in my circling arms; 

Ye blissfal visions, fond illusions, stay! 

Oh! fly not—fly not—from my sight away ! 

Thus let me suck the: perfumes ef her breath, 

Thus sink dissolv’d in soft delicious death, 

Till Life’s last spark shall cease to warm my breast, 
And in the dark cold grave this heart be prest ! 
But, ah! vain wish ;—my madd’ning brain turns round, 
Ia ’whelming floods of giddy transports drown’d ; 
I shriek !—I start !—I burst the bonds of Sleep, 
And wake once more to languish and to weep ! 


Ah! what could tempt me, in Ambition’s hour, 
To wield the sword, and grasp at lawless pow’r ? 
Curs’d be the day when first my, humble shed 
Saw trait’rous ensigns o’er my shoulders spread ; 
And when my daring arm, in vengeance thrown, 
Struck the firm basis of a Monarch’s throne ! 

Ere proud rebellious hopes my heart beguil’d, 
Life bloom’d serene, and ev’ry Moment smil’d! 
Thy angel-beauties, and thy virtues fair, 
Ader’d Eliza! banish’d ev’ry care; 

Thy social converse, and thy sprightly song, 
Led in gay dance the festive Hours along: 
Blest in thyself, I sought no other home, 

Nor sigh’d for happier fate, nor wish’d to roam! 
If the sweet Morn, with amber-scented gale, 
Lur’d my blithe footsteps from the peaceful vale, 
Returning Ev'ning gave me up to rest, 

And clos’d my eyelids on thy snowy breast ! 


Now—sad reverse !—for ever doom’d to part 
From each fair joy that blossom’d round my heart,— 
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Lost, dear Eliza! ever lost to thee, 

Life’s vernal flow’rs no longer smile for me! 

No more those eyes, mild-beaming fond desires, 
Shall warm my soul with soft congenial fires ; 
No more, enraptur'd, shall Lorenzo sip 

The dewy fragrance of that balmy lip; 

Nor hear the music of that heav’nly tongue, 
Soft as the strains by holy Seraphs sung ! 

Nor, wild with transport, calling thee his own, 
Look round his cottage, and disdain a throne ! 


Yet say, does Fate, with everlasting chain, | 
Forbid our parted souls to meet again ? 
Ah! say, when dread inexorable Death 
Chills the warm frame, and stops the fleeting breath, 
Shall the proud spirit be refus’d to rise, 
Shut from the lucid realms of happier skies ? 
Or pine, deep-bury’d in eternal gloom, 
Lock’d in the dark cold prisons of the tomb ? | 
Are Faith’s firm pillars, Hope’s enliv’ning gleams, 
But airy phantoms and delusive dreams ? 
Ah! no ;—the word, the sacred promise, given, 
The will reveal’d of all-indulgent Heaven, 
Pierce the black horrors of that frightful gloom, 
That erst, dark-low’ring, hover’d round the tomb, 
And pour the rays of comfort on the soul 
That trembling flutters at the awful goal, 
Where fragile Nature, with recoiling eyes, 
Views the dread gulf below, and shudd’ring dies ! 


: ae, 


Ah, dear Eliza! when my heaving breast | 
In throbs convulsive pants itself to rest,— 
When chilling death-dews quench the vital fires, 
And life’s last sparkle glimm’ringly expires,— 
What friendly voice shall cheer with soothing pow’'r 
The dying struggles of that solemn hour ? 
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‘What weeping eye shall drop the pensive tear 

O’er the keen pangs of agony severe ? 

Say, who, low-bending o’er my joyless bed, 

Shall lull each care—shall prop my fainting head— 
’Tend my lone couch—repress each struggling sigh— 
Catch my last breath—and ciose my languid eye? 
Far, far from thee, ador’d Eliza! torn, 

Faint and more faint I wander here forlorn ! 
Increasing sorrows frown thro’ each sad day, 

And ling’ring sickness wears my life away ! 
Where’er I turn, where’er my footsteps tread, 
Grief’s black’ning tempest deepens round my head ; 
While my sad bleeding heart, vibrating slow, 

Tir'd sinks at last, press’d dowa with hopeless wo; 
And, as I heave my anguish-laden breath, 

In many a sigh prophetic whispers ** Death !” 


Yet, dear Eliza! yet my bosom bleeds, 
As from my sight the fleeting world recedes, 
To think what woes may yet remain behind, 
What rankling griefs may tear that gentle mind, 
Whose angel virtues and affection fair 
Grew in my fost’ring breast, and blossom’d there ! 
For thee, dear saint! my suppliant vows are given,— 
Fe: thee my sighs are wafted up to Heaven! 
With thy lov’d name my parting soul shall flee, 
And my last breath be spent in pray’rs for thee. 
Then haste, ye moments of life’s wish’d-for close ! 
Speed your dull course, and hush me to repose: 
Fly, fly, ye hours! and bear me swift away 
To the bright regions of eternal day ! 
Come, ye bless’d spirits! clad in rebes of light, 
Unfold Heav’n’s portals to my wond’ring sight ; 
And gently waft me to that blissful shore, 
Where ev’ry pany is hush’d, and sorrow wounds no more ! 


April 2, 1811. ALPHONSO. 
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LINES 
RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED TO MR. ACKERMANN, 
Publisher of the Poetical Magazine. 
en 


Like the rough gem, that, plung’d in Ocean’s cave, 
Emits no radiance thro’ the dusky wave, 
Or fiings its lustre where no eye can trace 
Its blending colours and its sparkling grace, — 
So in full many a breast the op’ning beams 
Of fire celestial dawn’d with latent gleams, 
And the rude grasp of stern Oblivion caught 
The richest treasures of luxuriant Thought. 


Thro’ the dark gloom to flash the kindling ray, 
And drag the slumb’ring strangers into day,— 
To wake each feeling into warmth divine, 

And reuse the fancy—Ackermann—was thine ! 
Lur’d by thy welcqme, infant Genius rose 

In smiling gladness from his long repose, 

And, lightly tripping to the Muses’ bow’r, 
Deck’d his gay head with many a fragrant flow'r : 
There fondly nurtur’d, soon the cherub child 
Swept o’er the trembling lyre in numbers wild ; 
Till, form’d to harmony, matur’d in mind, 
Illum’d his judgment, and his taste refin’d, 

Soft, and more soft, he pour’d the notes along 

In all the dulcet melodies of Song ; 

Or, rapt in visions of sublimest trance, 

Wide o’er the heav’ns rolling his eagle glance, 
With bolder hand he flung the descant high, 

And swell’d the seraph strains back io his native sky ! 


Se the young rosebud, peeping thro’ the morn, 
Hails the bright lustre of the orient dawn : 
Soon as the fulgent glories of the day 
With dazzling splendours tinge the azure way, 
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Cheer’d by the solar warmth, she quits the bed 
Where Nature long had veil’d her infant head ; 
And, woo’d by Zephyrs from the soft retreat, 
Expands each charm, and opens ev'ry sweet ; 
In crimson blushes proudly stands reveal’d 
The garden’s queen—the beauty of the field! 
And, deck’d in fulness of unrivall’d bloom, 


Loads ev’ry gale with exquisite perfume. 


Hushi’d was my lyre,—the trembling notes were o’er,— 
Mute were the chords, and rapture glow’d no more ; 
Quench’d was the flame that taught me once to feel 
The kindling ardours of impetuous zeal. 

In secret oft, when shut from noisy strife, 

And all the bustling cares of crowded life,— 

When pleasing sadness unmolested stole 

Serenely pensive o’er my thoughtful soul, 

And each rude tumult of my aching breast, 

Lull'd into calmness, gently sunk to rest, — 

My humble Muse had pour’d the simple rhyme, 

Aud chas’d dull Languor from the brows of Time : 

Oft, at the silent hour of dewy Eve, 

Her solitary song she lov’d to weave, 

And on the flutters of the dying gale 

Sigh out the murmurs of her plaintive tale. 

But soon, ah! soon, the dear enchantress fled, 

Soon pluck’d her rosy garlands from my head : 

No longer, sweeping o’er the sacred wire, 

She quell’d the numbers of her hapless lyre, 

Broke the sweet thraldom of‘her magic spell, 

And bade my trembling heart a long farewell ! 

Say, could she flourish where no kindred gleam 

Of partial favour shed its welcome beam,— 

Where, ail-unheeded, flow’d the willing strain, 

Aud her gay flow’ry chaplets bloom’d in vain ? 
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Say, could she linger on a spot so drear, 

No friend to shelter, and no smile to cheer 2 

Oh! as she trae’d the melancholy view, 

Her notes, expiring, faint and fainter grew ; 

Chill’d with neglect, she droop’d her vent’rous wing, 
And bath'd in slumbers deep the tuneful string, 


Then let my tongue, responsive to my heart, 
The grateful feelings of my breast impart, 
And pour, in language undisguis’d and free, 
The votive tribute, Ackermann, to thee! 
*Twas thine to pierce the shades of low’ring gloom, 
And rescue Fancy from the ’whelming tomb,— 
To gild once more with intellectual light 
The frowning aspect of oblivious Night,— 
To kindle rapture into ardent flow, 
Warm the dull soul, and rouse the genial glow ! 
Thy smile propitious, scatt’ring lustre wide, 
Flush’d the young bosom with impetuous pride,— 
Gave fresher laurels, brighter charms, to shine 
Round the sweet brows of Poesy divine,— 
Bar’d the rich soil with secret treasures fraught, 
And wak’d the springs of euergetic Thought !— 
Full many a tuneful hand that long had slept, 
Nor o’er the trembling chords melodious swept, 
Again, reviving, broke the stillness mute, 
Again, exulting, struck the sounding lute: 
Full many a falt’ring tongue, that ne’er before 
Had lisp’d in numbers of poetic lore, 
Hail’d the blest impulse dawning into day, 
And, big with triumph, swell’d the new-born lay !. 
Oh! may each wish that linger’d in thy mind, 
When thus we saw thee with indulgence kind 
Allure our footsteps to the Muses’ fane, 
Be crown’d with joy, nor doom’d to pant in vain! 




















se RRB Kt a ita AON A 2 





POETICAL MAGAZINE. $19. 
May dulcet Peace attend thy circling hours, 
Beam on thy soul, and strew thy path with flow’rs! 
Smooth be'thy journeying thro’ the vale of life, 
From sorrow shelter’d, and thé cares of strife ! 
Far from thy course be dread Misforturie’s blast; 
And conscious Virtue shield thee to the last! 
Oh! may the pleasure oft thy gen’rous zeal 
Diffus’d around, and bade our bosoms feel, 
Reflected back in cloudless splendour wide, 
And all the fervent glow of honest pride, 
With tenfold radiance to thy heart be given, ' 
Like the rich lustre of the western Heaven, 
When the broad sun, reclin’d on Ocean’s breast; , 
In goiden slumbers sweetly sinks to rest ; 
And, gently fading from the ravish'd eye, 
Wide o’er the smooth expanse and peaceful sky, 
With crimson beauty flings in bright display 
The dying glories of his parting ray ! 
How oft, when busy cares have vex’d no more; 
And the dull turmoil of the day was o’er, 
Retir’d from noise, and ev’ry bustling scene, 
I’ve woo’d the charms of solitude serene, 
And o’er thy vary’d page delighted hung, 
To catch the strains by kindred spirits sung ! 
There, void of terror, Bards associate breath’d 
Their holy transports, and their chaplets wreath’d ; 
No scowling critic, with invidious sneer, 
Chill’d the warm bosom with the damp of fear ; 
Nor ranc’rous Envy, with malignant scorn, 
Scar’d the young soul on Rapture’s wings upborne : 
There tow’ritig Genius flash'd celestial fire, 
And swept majestic o’et the sounding lyre; 
Gay Fancy there her brightest hues display’d— 
And whisp’ring Love—and Mirth, exulting maid ! 
There wakeful Sorrow dropp’d the pensive tear, 
And heav’d her sad plaint on the list’ning ear ; 
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There dulcet Harmony meilifiuous sung, 

Aod warbled music from her angel tongue: 
Now, like the foaming torrent, bold and strong, 
Ta eadence loud, the wild notes pour’d along; 
Now, sweetly smking, gently murmur’d by, 
Soft as the evening Zephyr’s farewell sigh ! 


And must the blissful prospect of delight 
Fade from our grasp, and vanish from our sight ? 
Say, must out wand’ring footsteps tread no more 
The perfum'd fields they joy’d to ramble o’er ? 

Is such thy tale? is such thy story sad ?— 

Ah! then, ye flow’ry meads, where, ranging glad, 
Lull’d ui poetic dreams, your bow’rs among, 

So oft I've chanted forth my artless song,— 

Where late so oft { woke my echoing shell, 

And tun’d my simple lays—farewell, farewell ! 

The Muse, unwilling, quits your vernal sweets, 
Your shelt’ring coverts, and your lov’d retreats ; 
And, back reverting with a ling’ring view, 

In many a grateful sigh breathes out her last adieu ! 


March, 1811. W. C**e. 
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MUSA SILVESTRIS. 


mc 
“¢ Variisque mundam 
‘Temperat horis."———Hor. Lib, 1. Od. 12. v. 15. 


en) eel 


Roka cano, rurisque Deos, et ruris honores, 
Integrat argutum qua Philomela melos 

Qua pastor tenui modulatus arundine musam 
Inculta fundit rusticitate modos. 

En! viridis pingui flavescit campus arista, 
Donaque Pomonz dulcia quisque rapit. 
En! gravidis dulces turgescunt vitibus uve. 
Atque avium dulci carmine sylva sonat. 
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At citius fagiunt Autumni gaudia blandi 
Et citius nobis Bruma recurrit iners. 
Horrida bruma redit, madidis Notus evolat alis, 
Undique dum Borez flamina szva fremunt. 
Arboris heu ! ramis considens Daulias ales 
Jam visa est gravius, quam solet, ore quer. 
Florida sed redeunt mex leti tempora Veris, 
Atque soluta iterum dulcé virescit humus. 
Dulcia sunt primi suspiria lenta Favoni, 
Dulces et est verni vallis amzenus edor. 
Veris io! rediere vices, celebremus honores 
Veris, et hoc peragat Musa quotannis opus. 
Tam, Philomela, tuos foliis adoperta novellis 
Instituis modulos, dum silet omne nemus ! 
Nunc rosa vernantes pandit Cythereia crines, 
Atque lavaut albas lilia pulchra comas. 
Nunc nova purpureum decorant violaria campum, 
Nunc viridi splendet cespite dives humus. 
Ergo dum Fortuna favet, dum ridet et annus, 
Delicias veris carpe, brevesque jocos, 
Nam neque scire hicet quid crastina cogitat hora, 
Que modo lux presens det bona, nostra puto! 


I. G. Ragbiensis. 
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~ EXPECTATION. 
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To gain pure earthly bliss without alloy, 

Vain Expectation pants to view the merrow, 
Too oft forgetful that the night of joy 

May introduce the dreary morn of sorrow. 


Thus of the present time she takes no heed, 
To joys perspective all her hopes are borne ; 

Year after year their wonted course proceed, 

And leave this nurse of future bliss forlorn. 
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Then ’tis not pure felicity we love, 
Tis joy ideal that we seem to cherish ; 
The greatest transports that we seek to prove, 
By cold possession in an instant perish ! 


And thus, when hoary Winter’s snows adorn 
Th’ unfruitful plain, with joy we welcome Spring < 
In Spring we Summer hail; yet hail, to mourn 
Elysium prospects flown on rapid wing ! 


Yet still, fond Expectation ! thy lov’d art 

Shall cheer my soul when bliss terrestrial fails,—~ 
Shall picture joys to come, and bid this heart 

To trust enraptur’d thy persuasive tales ! 


W. T*yv**r, 
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HORATII AND CURIATII. 
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ARGUMENT. 


The three Roman warriors meet those of Alba, to decide the fate 
of their respective kingdoms. In the course of the combat, two 
Romans are slain. The survivor, finding his strength unequal to 
resist the united efforts of his adversaries, flies, iu order to se- 
parate and attack them singly. His sire, mistaking the conduct 
of his son for cowardice, pours upon him the following exclama- 
tions of rage, grief, and disappointment. 
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As mountuain-oaks defy the howling blast, 
They brav’d the fight, and triumph'd to the last ; 
Till, spent with toil and streaming wounds, they fell, 
And rush’d together to the gates of hell. 
The fearful youth, whose conqu’ring sword alone 
Upheld the fate of Rome’s imperial throne, 
Desponding when he saw his brethren dead, 
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(O, shame to Rome and Romans!) basely fled. 
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‘Now clam’rous uproar shook th’ embattled ground, i 
And terror and confusion reign’d around : 
Th’ exulting shout of Alba rends the air, 
And Rome’s proud heroes tremble with despair. 
Not mariners bestorm’d with greater dread 
See blacker tempests gather o’er their head ; 
Their mast and rudder, by the lightning riven, 
Against th’ impending rocks impetuous driven. 
) Then haggard Fear his pallid hues had strown 
Throughout th’ imperial host, and mark’d his own; 
| But bleeding Honour, wounded by Disgrace, 
With shame indignant flush’d each Roman face. 
But when his aged sire beheld the sight, 
His only son involv’d in shameless flight, 
; Paternal love nor reason could control 
| The wild effusiens of his wounded soul. 
The words impetuous from his bosom burst, 
And thus the offspriag of his loins he curst ; 
Curst the last hope of his expiring race, 
That caus’d his country’s and his own disgrace :—~ 
«« May gods avenge me on thy guilty head 
| ** The ceaseless sorrows on thy country shed; 
«* And, thee pursuing, doubly deal the smart 
<¢ Of all the pangs that tear thy father’s heart ! 
«© May goading Conscience and corroding Care 
| «© Devour thy peace and ’whelm thee with despair, 
‘* The well-earn’d meed of all who faithless fly ; 
«<< Thus live detested, thus abhorred die. 
‘* Ye ruthless gods, who earthly cares increase, 
‘¢« And grant our wishes to destroy our peace, 
*© On this devoted head your vengeance show’r ; 
‘© Here stands a wretch who dares defy your pow’r, 
‘© Was it for this I rais’d my suppliant hands, 
‘© And vow’d obedience to your dread commands? 
“« Of ev’ry joy, of every hope, depriv’d, 
‘* My hoary age my honour hath surviy’d; 
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«* My soul hath borne the worst decrees of Fate, 

«* And drank the dregs of your relentless hate. 

«© What now remains ? Can yet your vengeful rage 
‘«¢ Prolong the sorrows of my mildew’d age? 

«< Twain of my sons, with sense of glory fir’d, 

‘© Untimely ’neath their bleeding wounds ex pir’d ; 
** Was’t not enough these eyes their fall should see, 
** And all their rip’ning glories blasted be, 

‘«¢ That thus th’ ungrateful viper forth should spring, 
** Arid in my bosom fix his deadly sting ? 

‘* Thou hated source of all my sorrows wild, 

«© Thou worst of evils, an ungrateful child, 

*¢ How hast thou, like a base assassin, stole, 

** And stabb’d the comforts of thy father’s’ soul ! 

«© And cruel Fancy, to augment my smart, 

«< Tells what thou might’st have been, not what thou art; 
“© Delusive visions spread their empty charms, 

** And paint thee reeking ’midst the war’s alarms, 

“«¢ T see thee deal thy conqu’ring sword around, 

* And Alba’s boasted champions press the ground ; 
‘< I see thee froin the field of conquest led, 

«© Meridian splendour beaming round thy head ; 

*¢ While shouting hosts announce the battle won, 

** And I, exulting, claim thee as my son ! 

‘© This feeble frame had Fate propitious blest 

** With wonted strength, and vigour once possest, 
‘© Haply this arm had shar’d the mingled strife, 

«¢ And crown’d with glory my departing life ; 

«© Haply from servitude my country freed, 

«¢ And gain’d immortal honour by the deed. 

‘¢ E’en now the glorious cause my breast inspires, 
‘© Ard swells my tortur’d soul with vast desires ; 

«¢ Prompts me to snatch the buckler to its lerd, 

‘«¢ And vengeful seize the long-neglected sword. 

«¢ Oh! could their aid unsully’d fame restore, | 

«¢ And give me back the honours once I bore, 
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** Again those arms these aged hands should bear, 
‘¢ And scorn the dangers thou wert born to fear ! 
«« When future ages shall record my name 

‘* Among the foremost of the sons of Fame, 

‘* Some long extended annal shall betray 


_ “ The dire disasters of this dreadful day ; 


** Some tongue malevolent, O dread decree ! 

** Shall blast my honours by rememb’ ring thee. 

“ QO! had I, like thy brothers, thee deplor’d, 

«© And seen thee fall beneath the conqu’ror’s sword, 
‘s Thy courage had suppress’d unseemly ire, 

‘© And spar’d th’ imbitter’d curses of thy sire!” 








GEORGIUs. 
———————E———EE — ee 
NEGRO BATTLE-SONG. 


Rinne”. ccooumeal 


Bip the angry blast resound 
Thro’ the echoing woods afar ;—~ 
Summon all our hordes around ; 
Raise the dreadful whoop of war ! 


Vengeance! gloomy Pow’r, advance, 
Dear to ev’ry negro’s soul : 

Hurl thy sanguinary lance; 
Bid a tide of terror roll. 


Warriors! clash your warlike arms— 
Arms which late your fathers bore : 
Fill the forest with alarms ; 
Stalk in terror to the shore. 


Each his scalping-kuife provide, 
Each his amulet shall wear ; 
Bow and quiver at his side, 
Tomahawk and glitt’ring spear. 
VOL. IV. 2u 
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Close in ambush wait the fight ; 
*Neath the wither’d branches bend ; 

From the palm-tree’s tow'ning height 
Let your poisen’d darts descend ! 


Deal destruction and dismay ; 
Death and devastation spread : 
Ne’ex shall we forget the day 
‘When our brave cempanions bled. 


We a brother firm defend, 

Trembling ‘neath the panther's paws ; 
Fearless rush to save a friend 

From the lion’s foaming jaws. 


Loud we heard our brethren cry: 
Arm’d with jav’lins swift we ran ; 

There we saw our brethren die, 
Toil’d and slain by ruthless man. 


As their beck’ning ghosts arose, 
Loud they raie’d the piercing cry 
‘* Rush amidst your faithless foes ! 
“* Seek revenge and victory ! 


Swift as lightuing, one and all, 
Fill’d with fury, (fierce delight!) 

Heard the grisly shadows cell, 
Sprung triumphant to the fight. 


On a thousand foes we bore, 
Spread around a thousand fears ; 
Carnage stain’d our hands with gore, 
Dimm’d the lustre of our spears, 
Vain we like a tempest low’r'd, 

Wet with guilty blood the sands ; 
Murd'rous foes with fury pour’d 
Vengeful fire upon our bands. 
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When the whirlwind sweeps the shore=> 
Tempests rear théir awfal form— | 
Mad tornadoes rudely roar— i i 
Negroes sinile amid the storm: iM 


Negroes, when grim War controls, i 
Bravely fight, and bravely die; 1 

Twas not fear that mov’d our souls,— 
Hopes of vengeance bade us fly. 


Long shall we our brethren mourn! 
From that dreadful battle-plain 

Some in large canoes were borne, 
Ruthless, o’er the raging main ;— 





Rack’d with dread convulsive starts, 
Fill’d with fear and wild surprise ; 

Black despair within their hearts, 
Hopeless anguish in their eyes. 


Some, as scorning Death’s delay, 
Urg’d by desperate valour rose, 

Rush’d like lions on their prey, 
Perish’d ’mid a host ef foes ;— 


Torn by their accursed hands 
Lifeless floated o’er the flood ! 

Godlike Vengeance loud demands 
Life for life, and blood for blood. 





Vengeance! gloomy Pow’r, advance, f 
Dear to ev’ry negro’s soul: HI 
Hurl thy sanguinary lance ;- I 
Bid a tide of terror roll. l 
Bid the angry blast resound ‘ i | 
Thro’ the echoing woods afar’: - t 
Summon all our hordes arownd;' . , 


Raise the dreadful whoop of war ! 
2u 2 
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While the heart with ardour glows, 
Raise the soul-inspirmg cry— 

‘¢ Rush amidst your faithless foes ! 
“* Seek revenge and victory ! 


GEORGIUS. 





Ee = —— 3 


EMMA’S GRAVE. 


ne RAI 





Au! tell, amidst these tombs profusely spread 
With ev’ry beauty Flora’s hand can give,— 
These unforgotten nransions of the dead, 
Where forms, tho’ moulder’d, in remembrance live, — 


Tell why this spot, alone and unadorn’d, 
O’erlook’d by all but moralizing eyes, 

Seems by the hand of Love and Friendship scorn’d, 
And low, unnotic'd, and forgotten, lies ? 


Say, dwelt this dust, when *habited, alone ? 
Lives there no friend its memory to save ? 
I'll part the envious weeds that hide the stone ; 

Ah! can I read aright ? ’tis Emma’s grave ! 


And, Emma! is it thine to be forgot ? 
And is thy grave,of weeds to no one dear? 
For, nettles, driv’n from ev’ry other spot, 
Seem, undistub’d, to hold dominion here! 


Yet have I known thee follew’d, lov’d, and blest 
With all that youth and beauty could bestow ; 

But, now thy soul has gain’d its heav’nly rest, 
All shun the spot where Emma’s form lies low. 


Full well I know that ew’ry mark of love 

That the united world could join to pay 
Would not the spirit move enthron’d above, 
Nor wrap in sweeter.sleep the bury’d clay ;— 
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But they to whom this Emma once was dear 
Should to her grave the yearly tribute pay, 

Nor longer let these nettles triumph here, 
Nor longer let the pensive stranger say— 


<< Tell why, amidst these tombs profusely spread 
«© With ev'ry beauty Flora’s hand can give,— 
‘¢ These unforgotten mansions of the dead, 
«* Where forms, tho’ moulder’d, in remembrance live,— 


*¢ Tell why this spot, alone and unadorn’d, 
“* O’erlook’d by all but moralizing eyes, 

‘¢ Seems by the hand of Love and Friendship scorn’d, 
* And low, unnotic’d, and forgotten, lies ?” 


Mankis. 








AN EPISTLE TO LADY ——, 1750. 


SER I 


How much of paper’s spoil’d! what floods of ink § 
And yet how few, how very few, can think ! 
The knack of writing 1s an easy trade ; 
But to think well requires—at least a head, 
Once in an age, one genius may arise, 
With wit well cultur’d, and with learning wise. 
Like some tall oak, behold his branches shoot ! 
No tender scions springing at the root. 
Whilst lofty Pope erects his laurell’d head, 
No lays, like mine, can live beneath his shade: 
Nothing but weeds, and moss, and shrubs, are found ; 
Cut, cut them down,—why cumber they the ground ? 


And yet you'd have me write!—For what? for whom? 
To curl a fav’rite in a dressing-room ? 
To mend a caudle when the snuff’s too short ? 
Or save rappee for chambermaids at court ? 
Glorious ambition! noble thirst of fame !— 
No, but you’d have me write—to get a name, 
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Alas! I'd live unknown, unenvy’d too; 

"Tis more than Pope; with all his wit, can do; 
Tis more than you, with wit and beauty join'd, 
A pleasing form, aud a disceraing mind. 

The world and [ are no such cordial friends ; 

I have my purpose,—they their various ends. 

I say my pray’rs, and lead a sober life, 

Nor laugh at Cornus, or at Cornus’ wife. 
What's fame to me, who pray, and pay my rent ? 
If my friends know me honest, I’m. content. 


Well, but the joy to see my works in print ! 

Myself too pictur’d in a mezzo-tint ! 
The preface done, the dedication fram’d, 

With lies enough te make a Lord asham’d ! 
Thus I step forth ; an Auth’ress in some sort. | 
My patron’s name? ** O, choose some Lord at court ; | 
«* One that has money which. he does not use, | 
** Ove you may flatter much,—that is, abuse ; 

** For, if you're nice, and cannot change. your note, 





*¢ Regardless of the trimm’d or untrimm’d coat, 
‘* Believe me, friend, you'll ne’er be worth a groat.” 


Well then, to cut this mighty matter short, 
I’ve neither friend nor interest at court. | 
Quite from St. James's to thy stairs, Whitehall, | 
I hardly know a creature, great or small, ; 
Except one Maid of Honour *, worth ’em all. 
I have no bus’riess there. Tet those attend | 
+ 





The courtly ‘levee, or the courtly friend, 
Who more than Fate allows them dare to spend ; 
Mr those whose avarice, with much, craves more, 
The pension’d beggar, or the titled poor. 

These are the thriving: breed, the tiny great! 
Slaves ! wretched slaves ! the journeymeaof state ! 
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* Fion. Mise Lovelace. 
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Philosophers! who calmly bear disgrace, -.. 
Patriots! who sell their country for a place. 


Shall I[ for these disturb my brains with rhyme?» ~ 
For these, like Bavius creep, or Glenicus climb? «| 
Shall I go late to rest, and early rise, 

To be the very creature I despise? 

With face unmov’d, my poem in my hand, 
Cringe to the porter, with the footman stand ? 
Perhaps my Lady’s maid, if not too proud, 
Will stoop, youll say, to wink me from the crowd,’ 
Will entertain me, till his Lordship’s drest, 
With what my Lady eats, and how she,rests ; 

How much she gave for such a birth-day gown, 

And how she tramp’d to ev’ry shop in town. f 


Sick at the news, impatient for my Lord, 
I’m forc’d to hear, nay, smile, at ev’ry word. 
Tom raps at last,--** His Lordship begs to. know 
‘© Your name? your bus’ness ?”—**. Sir, I’m not a foe: 
** I come to charm his Lordship’s lst’ ning ears 
‘© With verses, soft as music of the spheres, ” 
«¢ Verses !—Alas! his Lordship seldom reads : 
** Pedants, indeed, with learning stuff their heads ; 
** But my gop Lord, as all the world can tell, 
** Reads not e’en tradesmen’s bills, and scorns to speli. 
‘© But, trust your lays with me. Some things I’ve read,— _ 
‘s Was born a poet, tho’ no poet bred: 
“© And, if I find they'll bear my nicer view, 
** [ll recommend your poetry—and you.” 
Shock’d at his civil impudence I start, 
Pocket iny poem, and in haste depart ; 
Resolv’d no more to offer up my wit 
Where footmen in the seat of critics sit. 
Is there a Lord *, whose great unspotted sow} 
Not places, pensions, ribbons, can control ; 


“ Right Hon. Nevil Lord Lovelace, who died soon after, in thee 
2sth year of his age. 
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Unlac'd, unpowder’d, almost unobsery’'d, 
Eats not on silver, while his train are starv’d ; 
Who, tho’ to Nobies or to Kings ally’d, 

Dares walk on foot, while slaves in coaches ride ; 
With merit humble, and with greatness free, 
Has bow’d to Freeman, and has din’d with me; 
Who, bred in foreign courts, and early known, 
Has yet to learn the cunning of his own; 

To titles born, yet heir to no estate, 

And, harder still, too honest to be great ? 

If such an one there be, well-bred, polite, 

To him [ll dedicate,—for him I’ ll write. 


Peace to the rest !—I can be no man’s slave ; 
I ask for nothing, tho’ I nothing have, 
By Fortune humbled, yet not sunk so low 
To shame a friend, or fear to meet a foe. 
Meanness, in ribbons or in rags, | hate; 
And have not learnt to flatter e’en the great. 
Few friends I ask, and those who love me well ; 
What more remains these artless lines shall tell. 


Of honest parents, not of great, I came ; 
Not known to Fortune, quite unknown to Fame. 
Frugal and plain, at no man’s cost they ate, 
Nor knew a baker's or a butcher’s debt. 

O, be their precepts ever in my eye ! 

For one has learnt to live, and one to die. 
Long may her widow’d age by Heav’n be lent 
Among my blessings! and I’m well content. 
I ask no more, but, in some calm retreat, 

To sleep in quiet, and in quiet eat. 

No noisy slaves attending round my room ; 
My viands wholesome, and my waiters dumb. 
No orphans cheated, and no widow’s curse, , 
No household lord, for better or for worse ; 
No monstrous sums to tempt my soul to sin, 
But just enough to keep me plein and clean ; 
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And if, sométitnes, to smooth the ragged way, 
—— should smile, or yout approve my lay, 
Enough fot me. I cannot put my trust 
In Lords; smile liés, eat toads, or lick the dust. 
Fortune her favours much too dear may hold: 
An honest heart is worth its weight in gold. 
=— x ———soat 
ON THE ABSURDITY OF HUMAN DESIRES. 
——— 
WueEnce these impetueus movements of the breast ? 
Why beat our hearts, unknowing where to rest ? 
Must we still long untasted joys to taste, 
Pant for the future, yet regret the past ? 
Can Reason, can a Stoic’s pride, control 
This unremitting sickness of the soul ? ' 
Reason ! what’s that, when lawless Passion rules? 
The jest of Sense, and jargon of the schools. 
Some few, perhaps, have by its lore been taught : 
To think, dnd wish, just only what they ought : 
Sufficient to themselves, their wants are such, 
They neither ask amiss, nor wish too much. 
Here Freedom dwells, and revels unconfin’d, 
With plenty, ease, and indolence of mind: 
True greatness, wisdom, virtue, hence must rise ; 
And here that home-felt joy, Contentment, lies. 











O! thow, for whom my Fancy prunes her wing, 
For whom I love to tune the trembling string, 
W hat would we more than wisdom, virtue, ease ? 
Tell, if you can, for you’recontent with these. 





Why Reason some, and some why Passion rules, 
Ts because some are wise, and some are fools ; 
Their Reason and their Passion still at strife, 
Like some meek pair in wedlock yok’d for life : 
In the same int’rest, tugging diff’ rent ways, 
W hat one commands, the other disobeys. 

VOL, IV, 2x 
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Blest state !. where this alone is fix’d and sure, 
To disagree, while sun and moon endure ! 
Hence, listless, weary, sick, chagrin’d at home, 
In search of happiness abroad we roam : 

And yet the wisest of us all have own’d, 
If’twas not there, twas no where to be found. 
There e’en the poor may taste felicity, 

If with contentment any such there be. 


%e Monstrous!’ cries Fulvia; ‘‘’twould a Stoic vex! 
** For what’s content without a coach and six ?”— 
So humble, Fulvia! so deserving too ! 
Pity such worth should unregarded go! 
- Dowii on your knees again, and bey of Fate, 
Instead of six, to give your chariot eight. 


Elvira’s passion was a China jar ; 
The brute, her Lord, contemns such brittle ware. 
No matter :—See! the glitt’ring columns rise, 
Pile above pile, and emulate the skies. 
Fresh cargoes come ; fresh longings these create ; 
And what are twenty pieces for a plate ? 
Debates ensue ; he brandishes his cane,— 
Down go the pyramids of porcelain. 
She faints, she falls, and in a sigh profound 
Yields her high soul, and levels with the ground. 
‘© Cruel! farewell!’ were the last words she spoke ; 
‘© For what is life, now all my China’s broke !”’ 


Few can the stings of Disappointment bear ; 
One sends a curse to Heav’n, and one a pray’r: 
The pious motive’s much the same in both, 

In him that swears, and him that fears an oath. 
The fervent curse and penitential pray’r 
Proceed alike from anguish, pride, despair. 
Hence sober Catius lifts his hands and eyes, 
And mad Corvino curses God, and dies ! 
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«* What joy,” cries Cotta in his calm retreat, 
“ Had I but such an office in the State ! 
‘¢ That post exactly suits my active mind, 
‘© And sure my genius was for Courts design’d.” 
Thou hast it, friend,—for ’tis in Fancy’s pow’r; 
Learn to be thankful, and tease Heav’n no more, 
See how kind Fancy gen’rously supplies 
What a whole thankless land thy worth denies. 
See how she paints the lovely flatt’ring scene 
With all the pleasure, and without the pain. 
Make much of Fancy’s favours, and believe 
You’ll hardly match the pleasures she can give. 


- 


Of injur’d merit some aloud complain ; 
‘¢ My cruel angel!” cries the love-sick swain : 
Her marble heart at length to love inclin’d, 
His cruel angel grows perversely kind. 
What would he more ?—One wish remains to make, 
That Heav’n, in pity, would his angel take ! 


Oft on events most men miscalculate, 
Then call misfortune what indeed was fate. 
We see a little, and presume the rest, 
And that is always right which pleases best. 
Why supple Courtine miss’d of such a post 
Was not his want of conduct, or of cost ; 
For he brib’d high; five hundred pieces gave ; 
But ah! hard fate! his patron scorns a knave. 


«¢ © for a husband, handsome and well bred !”” 
Was the last pray’r the chaste Dyctinna made. 
Kind Heav’n at length her soft petition heeds ; 
But, one wish gain’d, a multitude succeeds. 

She wants an heir, she wants a house in town,— 

She wants a title, or she wants a gown. 

Poor Cornus! make thy will, bequeath, and give; 

For, if her wants continue, who would live ? 
2x2 
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Sure to be wishing still, is still to grieve, 
And proves the man or poor, or much a slave, 
Will none the wretched crawling thing regard, 
Who stoops so very low, and begs so hard? 

You call this meanness, and the wretch despise ; 
Alas! he stoops to soar, and sinks to rise ; : 
Now on the knee, now on the wing is found, 
As insects spring with vigour from the ground. 


Bless me! the Doctor!—what brings him to Court ? 
It is not want ; for, lo! his comely port, 
The lions lack, and hunger feel, I grant ; 
But they who serve the Lord can nothing want, 
Why stands he here then, e »>w’d to and fro? 
Has he no care of souls ? No work to do ? 
Go home, good Doctor, preach and pray, and give; 
By far more blessed this than to receive.— 
Alas! the Doctor’s meek, and much resign’d ; 
But all his tenants pay their tithes in kind: 
So that, of debts, repairs, and taxes clear, 
He hardly saves—two hundred pounds a year. 
Then let him soar, ’tis on Devotion’s wing ; 
Who asks a bishopric asks no bad thing: 
A coach does much a holy life adorn ; 
Then muzzle not the ox who treads the corn. 


«« Enough of these.—Now tell us, if you can, 
‘¢ Is there that thing on earth, @ happy man?” 
Well, then, the wondrous man I happy call 
Has but few wishes, and enjoys them all. 
Blest in his fame, and in his fortune blest, 
No craving void lies aching in his breast. 
His passions cool, his expectations low, 
Can he feel want, or disappointment know ? 
Yet, if success be to his virtues given, 
Can relish that, and leave the rest to Heaven. 
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What tho’ for ever with ourselves at strife, 
None wishes to lay down his load of life, 
The wretch whe threescore suns has seen roll o’er, 
His lungs with lacerating ulcers sore, ' 
Solicits Heay’n to add the other score. 
_ To-day, indeed, his portion’s pain and sorrow ; 
But joy and ease are hoarded for to-morrow. 


Soft-smiling Hope! thou anchor of the mind! 
The only resting-place the wretched find ; 
How dost thou all our anxious cares beguile, 
And make the orphan and the friendless smile ! 
All fly to thee, thou gentle dawn of peace! 
The coward’s fortitude, the brave’s success,— 
The lover’s ease, the captive’s liberty,— 
The only flatt’rer of the poor and me! 
With thee, on Pleasure’s wings, thro’ life we’re borne ; 
Without thee, wretched, friendiess, and forlorn. 
Possess’d of thee, the weary pilgrim strays 
Thro’ barren deserts and untrodden ways: 
Thirsty and faint, his nerves new vigour strings, 
And, full of thee, he quafls immortal springs. 
The martyr’d Saint, whom anguish and the rod 
Have prov’d, thro’ thee walks worthy of his God. 
In vain are axes, flames, and tort’ring wheels ; 
He feels no torment who no terror feels: 
Thro’ thee his well-try’d spirit upward springs, 
And spurns. at titles, sceptres, thrones, and Kings. 


O ! full of thee, in quiet may I live 
The few remaining moments Heav’n shall give ! 
Come then, thou honest flatt’rer, to my breast ! 
Friend of my health, and auther of my rest! 
Thro’ thee the future cloudless all appears, 
A short, but smiling, train of happy years, 
Pass but this instant, storms and tempests cease, 
And all beyond’s the promis’d land of peace ; 
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No ties forgot, no duties left unpaid,— 


No lays unfinish’d, and no aching head. 


No passion’s mists, by no false joys misled, — 
Born with a temper much inclin’d to ease, 

Whatever gives me that is sure to please. 

I ask not riches; yet alike would fly 

The friendless state of want and penury. 

This wish, howe’er, be mine,—to live unknown 

In some serene retreat, my time my own; 

To all obliging, yet a slave to none: 

Content my riches; silence be my fame ; 

My pleasures, ease ; my honours, your esteem. 


And you, blest maid ! who all you want possess, 
Already to yourself your happiness, 
This modest wish methinks you now let fall, 
“< O, give me wisdom, Heav’n! and I have all.” 








ADDRESS TO A WARRIOR. 


ee 


“6 Say, weary warrior! sinking, fainting, say, 
‘© Why is thy vest with deeper crimson dy’d ? 
‘¢ What are the earnings of thy toilsome day ? 
‘¢ When will thy greedy sword be satisfy’d ? 


‘¢ Say, will the laurels Fame on thee bestows, 

‘© Twin’d with the widow’s curse and orphan’s cry, 
“© The mother’s anguish and the father’s woes, 

‘* Refresh thy soul, illume thy languid eye? 


«© Saw’st thou not, cloak'd with zeal, fell Fury’s pow’rs ? 
‘¢ Heard’st thou not Murder laugh ’neath Honour’s 

‘¢ shield ? 
‘© And Death, tho’ deck’d with Glory’s brightest flow’rs, 
«¢ Reign uncontroll’d the tyrant of the field ? 
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‘* No life-entreating whisper couldst thou hear, 
‘* But stern refus’d thy fallen foe-man grace ; 
‘© Despised Pity shed the silent tear, 
“* Rejected Mercy hid her blushing face ! 


‘* Q, weary warrior! shun the haunts of War ; 

‘© Let thy polluted bands from slaughter cease ; 
*< With rapture hail the brighter morning star, 

«* And promis’d blessing of eternal peace! — 


‘© Then shall not fell Revenge thy bosom burn, 
‘* For reeking falchions shall prepare the shore ; 
‘© Blood-streaming spears to pruning-hooks shall turn, 
‘¢ And jarring nations follow war no more !” 
Marie, 











ELEGY. 
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Wi1TH music enchanting his soul-soothing Lyre 
No more shall enliven the grove ; 

No more shall Erato his bosom inspire 

With ardent effusions, with tuneful desire, 
To chant the true feelings of love! 


For, dead, in the valley, beneath the rude thorn, 
Lies Edwin, the rustical Bard, 
Where shepherds at ev’ning or noontide forlorn, 
In Dorian dirges unfeignedly mourn ; 
Each reed’s tun’d by fervent regard. 


His chaplet, late woven by villagers fair, 
Now hangs on the yew in the dell ; 

Ah! there he averted the arrows of Care, 

And drove the gray demon to herd with Despair, 
By sounding his magical shell. 
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As Friendship was roving, she found his sweet Lyre, 
And strove the loose strings to restore ; 

But, rapidly sweeping the time-beaten wire, 

In numbers affective the fate of its sire 
Spontaneously seem’d to deplore :— 


“«‘ Peace, peace to thy wailing!” she plaintively cry’d; 
Each note struck the chords of her grief: 

Then bade the sad relic repose by her side, 

Gave vent to the flowing of Pity’s soft tide, 
Which yields the full bosom relief. 


Thus when a dense vapour, o’erladen with rain, 
Which darkens the broad eye of Day, 

Unburdens its bosom on valley or plain, 

Apolto illuming the prospect again, 
The aérial gloom dies away ! 

Giltspur-sireet, 1810. A. K. 





—————————_—_ 





ON THE CLOSE OF THE POETICAL MAGAZINE. 


TR 


** No son of science, fraught with Jearned lore, 

‘* Invokes the Muse, and pours the tuneful lay, 
«© Nor seeks with flight adventurous to soar 

‘* Above the regions of terrestial day. 


« To rank among the vot’ries of acclaim, 

‘* No Bard, ambitious, sweeps the sounding strings, 
«“ Replete with deeds of never-dying fame, 

‘“* Of slaughter’d heroes, and of conqu’ring Kings. 


** Some bolder Bard, some more auspicious Muse, 
‘¢ The thund’ring din of ruthless war requires ; 
“« [ simply sing what Sympathy pursues,— 
‘¢ What Feeling dictates, and the heart inspires. . 
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Syntax, farewell! for oft with streaming eyes 

‘* Hast thou delay’d the last, the ling’ring, view ; 
Nor will thy yielding nature now despise 

‘* A stranger's blessing, and a Bard's adieu. 


And thou *, whose hands with unremitting toil 

‘¢ Have cull’d the sweetest and the fairest flow’rs, 
May vernal suns for ever round thee smile, 

‘** And gild with grateful beams thy ev’ning hours! 


To thee may Summer’s richest blessings flow, 
‘* And ev’ry treasure of returning Spring ; 
More lasting joys than numbers can bestow, 
‘** Or ¢ youthiul Poets fancy’ when they sing! 


How easy are the fairest hopes destroy’d ! 

‘¢ How swiftly do the brightest moments roll ! 
No ¢ Peasant’s Sabbath’ now shall be enjoy’d, 
** Nor * Abbey-Ruins’ soothe the pensive soul ! 


No more shall Cove, with energetic fire, 

‘© Enrapt with themes of heav’nly glory rise, 
Wake the loud Echo to his sounding Lyre, 
** And peal a son’rous pzean to the skies !— 


No more A/phonso’s blooming ‘ Wreath’ disclose 
‘© The gasping warrior welt’ring in his toil ; 

Nor Gallia’s minion pouring endless woes 

‘¢ And ruthless slaughter o’er a foreign soil. 


Ye Alton Bards, around whose magic song 

‘* My musing fancy ever lov’d to dwell,— 

Whose forceful strains have borne my soul along, 

‘* When midnight tapers burn’d no more,—farewell ! 


Farewell, each tuneful Bard, who gave with pride 
“ The monthly off’ring of poetic lore ; 
For, ah! the Muses’ altar is destroy’d, 


‘* And monthly off’rings shall arise no more !” 











* The Editor of the Poetical Magazine 
VOL. IV. ZY 
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Thus as I mourn’d, to my enraptur’d sight 


Resplendent beams of ever-vary’d light 
Proclaim’d the goddess Fancy from the sky ! 


Wiuisle Zepher spread his freshest gales around, 


Soblimely bight her waving wings were seen ; 
On radiant plume she hover’d o’er the ground, 


E’en now, regretting thy untimely doom, 


And Hope and Fancy, ling’rmg o’er thy tomb, 


































A visitaat celestial hover'd nigh ; 


And thus address’d her fav’rite Magazine :—~ 


Expiring Volume! tho’ the sons of Song 
«© No more with pleasing toil thy page supply, 
Yet not unheeded by the tuneful throng, 
«© Nor unremember’d, shall thy virtues die ;— 


For many a breast, inspir’d with thoughts sublime 
«© Shall seck thy solace in the pensive hour ; 

And many a period of revolving time 

*¢ Shall claim thy aid, and bless thy future pow’r. 


With thee, array’d in Fancy’s brightest hues, 

‘* Sprung from thine ashes, pheenix-like, shall vie 
Another Volume, sacred to the Muse! 

‘* Another Magazine of Poesy ! 


Again shall *‘ Morning’ to the page be given, 

‘¢ And Sol’s meridian splendour upward rise, 
Triumphant ride the glitt’ring arch of Heaven, 
‘¢ And float in streams of glory duwn the skies ! 


Again shall ‘ Evening’ tell of ‘ sins forgiven 3’ 

“* The tide of melody resistless roll ; 

The ‘ Village Sunday’ raise the heart to Heaven ; 
“* And ‘ Tears of Sympathy’ subdue the soul !” 


Shall Fame and Glory close thy bright career ; 


Shall.‘ mingle with a smile the tender tear!’ 
GEORGIUS. 
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